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It  is  with  gratitude  and 
admiration  that  we  dedicate 
this  issue  of  SEACHANGE  to  one 
who  has  given  much  of  his  time 
and  talents  to  Cape  Cod 
Community  College.  Since  his 
appointment  in  1961,  he  has 
been  a  worthy  instructor  and 
colleague  of  all  who  have  had 
the  pleasure  to  work  with  him. 

In  recognition  of  these  things, 
we  fondly  dedicate  this  volume 
of  SEACHANGE  to  Admont  G. 
Clark. 

On  behalf  of  all  those  whose 
lives  he  has  touched,  we  wish 
him  good  fortune  in  his  future 
endeavors. 


Full  fathom  five  thy  father  lies: 
Of  his  bones  are  coral  made; 

Those  are  pearls  that  were  his  eyes; 
Nothing  of  him  that  doth  fade 

But  doth  suffer  a  sea-change 

Into  something  rich  and  strange. 

Sea-nymphs  hourly  ring  his  knell: 

Ding-dongI 

Hark!  now  I  hear  them.  —  Ding-dong,  belli 

Shakespeare 

"The  Tempest,"  Act  I,  Scene  2 
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ON  THE  BEACH  -  CAPE  COD 

I  watch  the  sea  breathe  out,  breathe  in, 

breathe  out, 

Its  quiet  power  dreamily  on  leash. 

The  sanderlings  flirt  their  stilts  of  legs  about 

The  foam-wreathed  water's  edge  and  gaily  reach 

Stiletto  bills  for  hapless  sand-fleas,  while 

The  monument  at  P'town  breaks  the  line 

Of  sea;  its  granite  finger  scrapes  the  sky. 

It  is  the  calm,  it  is  the  holy  time. 

And  then,  against  the  blue-gray  hills  of  Plymouth, 

A  tiny  sun  blooms  —  celestial  daffodil. 

A  giant's  breath  insults  my  bones.  My  mouth 

gulps  vacuum.  The  air,  the  sky,  the  hills 

All  shudder.  Six  days  to  build  the  universe? 

A  millisecond  to  put  it  in  — 

Admont  G.  Clark 


Vickey  Street 


THE  ASHES 

"Ashes  to  be  prepared  for  scattering/7 
So  reads  the  undertakers  invoice,  "fifteen 
Dollars. "  And  so  you,  my  mother,  are 
Gray  ash  in  your  oversized  salt-cellar, 
Waiting  for  the  shout  of  Vermont's  spring 
To  join  the  soil  to  which  our  fathers  cling 

Beneath  their  sombre  markers.  Now  you  come 
Home  to  your  heart's  home,  beneath  the 
Wine-glass  elms.  And  you  were  married  in  this 
Austere  white  church  and  I,  your  eldest 
Christened.  The  pictures  which,  though  faded, 
Tell  the  story,  an  ancient  dream  come  true, 
I  still  possess  .  .  .  And  now  we  come. 

We  stand,  a  solemn  circle  of  your  best, 

And  say  these  words  to  ease  you  to  your  rest. 

Admont  G.  Clark 

THE  GRANITE  EGG 

In  Hell's  Half  Acre  I  find  an  egg  of  granite. 
It  lies  there  like  some  pterosaur's  lost  hatch, 
Sun-baked,  burning  through  my  gloves.  I  snatch 
It  from  its  ancient  nest,  as  a  drop  of  sweat 

Sizzles  on  its  stony  shell.  It  comes 
With  me  to  silicon  Cape  Cod,  where  I  halve 
It  with  a  carbide  blade.  And  then  I  buff 
The  edges  glassy-smooth,  'til  overcome 

With  wonder  I  stop  and  stare  at  the  earth-old  yolk 
Of  this  my  granite  egg  —  a  crystal  forest 
Of  beauty  in  three  dimensions,  needles  of  rose, 
Of  sulfur-yellow,  scarlet,  robin's  breastl 

My  finger  tests  a  spine  and  adds  my  blood 
To  colors  born  when  earth  was  new  —  a  geode. 

Admont  G.  Clark 


CARTER 

Monday  was  blanketed  in  a  haze 
it  had  been  cold  all  weekend 
I  could  see  Carter  from  my  window 
we've  never  met 

I've  seen  him  only  from  a  distance 
I  think  he's  an  older  man 

He  works  non-stop,  like  he's  possessed 
all  his  labors  go  unnoticed,  except  for 

the  occasional  passer  by 
never  the  less  he  never  stops 
cutting  wood,  thinning  trees,  mowing  fields 

and  building  stone  walls  no  one  will  see 

Late  after  noon,  gathering  wood  for  the  fire 
I  catch  a  glimpse  of  Carter  as  he  disappears 

behind  a  coppice  in  a  freshly  plowed  field 
he  reappears,  plodding,  towards  his 

ancient  John  Deere 
the  field  is  covered  with  a  frozen  crust 

each  step  is  a  struggle  as  he  breaks  through 

to  the  softer  earth  below 

He  seems  older  now,  tired 

He  mounts  the  relic  as  if  it  were  the  finest 
cayuse  in  all  the  Sioux  nation 
black  smoke  bellows,  silence  is  shattered 
by  din 
herky,  jerkly  he  disappears 
this  time  down  the  lane,  through  the  pines 

I  watch,  possessed  myself,  like  Antoine  Roquentin 

Carol  calls,   "Supper!'' 

Edward  Smith 


Bill  Wright 


I  once  was  a  girl 

who  sinned  in  a  bed 

full  of  sand  from  your  socks 

and  a  pillow  neath  my  head 

that  knew  each  dream  and  each  tear 

of  your  twenty-two  years  — 

we  shared  it. 

Your  hand  was  as  light 

as  the  song  of  the  rain. 

It  danced  from  my  breast  to  my  navel  and  back. 

You  melted  on  me 

like  butter  on  toast— 

we  shared  it. 

When  my  belly  grew  full 

and  the  pink  walls  were  reddened, 

we  called  it  a  tomb, 

and  traded  the  stranger  for  one  hundred  dollars. 

I  cried  enough  tears  to  fill  a  cup  — 

we  shared  it. 

The  years  rolled  in  like  fog  in  the  morning, 

our  bed  filled  with  bad  breath  and  bad  dreams. 

Your  hand  grew  heavy  on  the  journey  to  the  navel 

and  never  traveled  back. 

I  was  your  cigarette  and  you  were  mine, 

we  bought  a  pack— 

we  shared  it. 

But  you  quit  the  bad  habit, 
the  toast  and  the  tears. 

We  lie  on  separate  pillows 

as  we  watch  the  comfort  of  our  years 

settle  like  dust  beneath  the  bed 

wendy 


STONES  IN  THE  FIELD 

by  Deck  Robblee 

On  the  right  shoulder  of  a  super 
highway  deep  in  the  South,  two  men 
walk  through  the  pre-dawn,  soaked, 
waist-high  grass,  away  from  a  station 
wagon.  Ahead  of  the  men  the  glow  of 
an  all-night  truck  stop  is  but  a  greyed, 
red/yellow  blur  in  the  heavy  mist.  Of 
the  two  men,  Tim  is  the  shorter.  The 
dripping  untamed  grasses  wet  him  to 
mid-chest.  They  brush  his  face,  tickle 
his  throat  and  occasionally  touch  his 
eye.  His  companion,  Tonk,  is  sleepy- 
eyed  and  yawning.  Tim  is  wide  awake 
and  frequently  peers  over  his  shoulder; 
his  eye  is  dialated  and  searching. 

While  plodding  with  high,  raised 
footsteps,  Tonk  begins  to  yearn  for 
coffee  as  he  wakes  to  the  reality  of 
being  far  from  the  dry,  stalled 
automobile  and  still  ten  minutes  from 
the  truck  stop.  Muttering,  cursing  and 
hopping  about  on  one  foot,  Tonk  is  now 
wide  awake,  having  stumbled  on  a  hid- 
den stone  and  stubbed  his  toe.  Tim 
turns  his  head  from  one  shoulder  to 
the  other,  catching  Tonk's  distressed 
antics.  He  quietly  says,  "Gotta  get 
y'self  some  boots,  Tonk.  Won't  bash 
y'feet  like  y'do  in  them  sneakers.  Feets 
don't  get  wet  so  quick,  neithah."  Tim 
walks  up  a  large  rock  and  is  visible 
above  the  grass  from  his  head  to  below 
his  waist.  Nervous— he  gets  down 
quickly.  "Some  big  stones  hidden,  eh 
Tonk?"  "Yeah.  No  foolin'.  My  toes  still 
hurt."  Searching  in  the  upper  pockets 
of  his  drab  army  jacket,  Tim  stops  and 
produces  a  pack  of  cigarettes  and 
offers  one  to  Tonk.  "Naw,  thanks.  But 
lemmee  light  this  hooter  off'n  that 
match." 

As  thick  cigarette  smoke  streams- 
from  his  nose,  Tim  extends  the  burning 
match  to  Tonk  who  hunches  forward 
and  cups  his  hands  around  the  flame. 
Having  ignited  his  smoke  and  inhaled, 
Tonk  reels  back,  arms  waving  and  eyes 
bulging,  with  a  great  grin  smeared 
across  his  face.  With  violent  finality,  he 
exhales  all  of  the  smoke  out  of  his 
lungs  heavenward,  and  hands  the  joint 
to  Tim.  While  watching  the  still  dark 
horizon,  Tim  inhales  as  much  as  possi- 
ble of  the  sweet,  thick  smoke: 


immediately  the  ever-expanding  smoke 
proves  to  be  too  much  for  his  lungs  to 
contain.  He  hacks  until  it  has  escaped 
and  smiling  a  patchy-toothed  smile 
bellows,  "HAW  HAW  HAW!  I  love  it!" 
Tonk  sucks  on  the  stick,  vigorously 
nodding  in  agreement,  then  through 
clenched  teeth  and  held  breath,  "Yezz, 
yezzzz." 


The  two  resume  walking.  The 
highway,  still  sparcely  travelled,  is  to 
their  right.  Ahead,  the  truck  stop's 
brilliant  red  and  yellow  gasoline  sign 
and  the  giant  neon  red  letters  crying 
"FOOD"  are  blatantly  coloring  the  sky 
and  mirrored  in  the  mist.  Tromping 
ahead  of  Tim,  Tonk  disappears  with  a 
yell  and  a  thud.  Tim  wildly  looks 
around  and  up,  and  then  crouches 
below  of  the  wet  grass  and  creeps 
forward  cautiously.  Tonk  had  landed  in 
an  overgrown  hidden  ditch.  He  had 
picked  himself  up  and  loutishly  moved 
to  the  far  side  of  the  trench  and  sat 
with  his  back  against  the  bank. 
Nonchalantly,  he  withdraws  another 
thinly  rolled  cigarette-like  stick,  puts  it 
between  his  lips,  crosses  his  out- 
stretched legs  at  the  ankles  and 
casually  looks  up  at  Tim,  who  is  peer- 
ing down  through  the  edge's  grass,  and 
asks  him  for  a  light.  With  a  grunt  Tim 
jumps  into  the  ditch.  He  lands  wrong, 
falls  to  one  knee  and  curses,  "Fuckin' 
place.  S'  is  place's  like  'Nam.  No  foolin'. 
Fuckin'  wet  grass  dat  I  can't  hardly  see 
over,  fuckin'  booby  traps,  watchin'  guys 
disappear  .  .  .  here's,  ah  .  .  .  where  th' 
hell    is   it    ...   a   match.    But   you'se 
smokin'    dat    joint    by    yourself.    I'm 
already   too   buzzed."   Rising   from   his 
kneeling  position,  Tim  swings  his  body 
around   and   sits  with   a   plop   next  to 
Tonk  and  nudges  him  in  the  ribs  with 
his  forearm  and  continues,  "No  kiddin' 
buddy    .    .    .    when    you   went   down    I 
flashed   right  back  to  the  jungle.   I'm 
still   shakin'.   I   was   in   the  jungle   all 
alone  again  .  .  ."  Inhaling  on  the  stick 
as   Tim    trails   off,    Tonk   unthinkingly 
hands   it  to   him,   when   unconsciously 


The  powerful  dope  has  Tonk  giggling 
to  himself  and  mindlessly  playing  in 
the  mud,  wiping  his  eyes  with  his  dirty 
finger  and  leaving  slashes  of  dark  red 


earth  from  his  nose  to  his  temples. 
Next  to  him,  Tim  silently  shivers  and 
twitches  as  he  battles  with  the  past. 
Tonk  absently  looks  at  the  horizon 
which  is  now  a  gloomy  light,  the  color 
of  the  inside  of  an  already  smoked 
cigarette  filter,  as  Tim  squeezes  his 
eyelids  shut  and  rocks  to  and  fro.  They 
could  hear  it  before  they  could  feel  it. 
At  once  they  are  absolutely  soaked. 

Though  the  highway  was  not  far 
away,  it  had  seemed  so  having  so  few 
travellers  and  not  being  visible.  A 
resounding  crash  shattered  the  cloud 
burst's  lull  as  an  empty  semi-truck 
bounced  over  an  expansion  strip  on  the 
tarmac.  Tim  was  holding  his  head, 
rocking  back  and  forth.  Hunched 
further  into  his  useless  jacket,  Tonk 
started  up  the  side  of  the  ditch. 
Explosions,  screams,  weapons'  fire, 
helicopters  and  his  own  heartbeat  filled 
Tim's  mind  and  once  again  was  his 
reality.  He  grabs  Tonk  by  the  foot  and 
drags  him  back  to  the  protection  of  the 
culvert.  With  a  maniacal  glare,  Tim 
hisses  at  Tonk,  "Y'wanna  get  us  fuckin' 
killed?"  "Cut  it  out,  y'  jerk,"  retorts 
Tonk  haughtily  as  he  stands  and  again 
begins  to  leave  the  ditch.  "No  Way!" 
snorts  Tim  as  he  locks  his  hand  around 
Tonk's  arm  and  slams  him  against  the 
opposite  side  of  the  trench.  "Yeh,  dey 
see  you  an  dey  gonna  come  lookin'  for 
more  of  your  kind.  Wit  dat  village 
burnin',  dey  isn't  far  away,"  warns  Tim, 
motioning  with  a  jerk  of  his  head 
towards  the  firey  glow  of  the  truck 
stop. 

In  the  dim  light,  the  figure  arises 
from  the  gloom  of  the  ditch  and  lunges 
at  Tim.  In  his  periphery,  Tim  sees  the 
slim  faced,  slant-eyed  being  attacking 
him,  hearing  only  the  Chop  Chop  Chop 
of  the  rotor  blades  and  the  heated 
noise  of  the  conflagration  and  not 
Tonk's  screams  of,  "This  isn't  Nam, 
Man!  THIS  ISN'T  NAMI"  "Stupid  fucking 
gook,"  he  thought  as  he  grabs  the 
rushing  man  by  the  throat  with  one 
hand  and  catching  his  waist  with  the 
other.  With  an  adrenalin  surge,  Tim 
spins  and  flings  the  man  to  the 
ground.  Spine  first,  Tonk's  thin  body 
wraps  around  a  large  rock,  only  to  be 
followed  by  a  vicious  kick  to  the 
stomach. 


down  at  the  unnaturally  bent  figure 
with  the  slanted  streaks  for  eyes,  at  the 
darkening  pool  from  its  ear  and  mouth, 
at  the  three  cigarette-like  sticks  rapidly 
being  muddied  by  the  rain,  and 
mutters,  "Stupid  fucking  gook."  He 
turns  his  head  hurridly  to  the  flames, 
cocks  his  ear  to  the  approaching  air- 
craft, and  runs,  hunched  to  keep  his 
weapon  dry,  along  the  ditch. 


Deck  Robblee 


In  the  quickening  light,  Tim  looks 


RESTAURANT  SONATA 

Seated  across  from  me  was  a  woman 
whose  painted  face  would  have  made 
Geronimo  envious. 

With  increases  amazement  at  myself, 
I  envisioned  the  consomme's  hot 

odorous 

vapors 
insidiously  melting  her  synthetic  counternance. 
The  drippings  plopping  unawares  into  the  hot 

tasty 

liquid 
and  she  ignorant  .  .  . 

of  their  ingestion. 

Having  read  that  formaldehyde  is  an  ingredient  of 
such  feminine  products  and  knowing  her 
unappeaseable  appetite  I  calculated  that  within 
five  months  time  the  undertaker  would  be  signing 
her  death  certificate 

and 

having  already  embalmed  herself,  he  would  have 
little  else  to  do  .  .  .  but  apply  her 

final  visage. 

Jayne  Forend 


CANDID  SHOES 

Sooner  or  later  .  .  . 
when  you  least  expect  it  .  .  . 
someone  will  come  up  to  you  and  say 
"Where  did  you  get  those  shoes?" 


Jayne  Forend 
10 


Carolyn  Daly 


FAREWELL  to  CHILDHOOD 


Musicbox  dancers 
Fairytail  prancers 
Floating  to  and  fro 

Costumed  court  jesters 
Brave  dragon  questers 
Where  did  they  all  go 


Far  into  the  past 
A  grown-up  at  last 
Has  it  all  been  lost 

Big  business  bargain 
Higher  classed  jargon 
Was  it  worth  the  cost 


Toni-Marie  Costa 


11 


INSANITY 


Wh< 


I've  been  there  twice, 

Mever  been  back 

Have  yet  to  return 

From  a  place  I  have  never  been 

They  lock  me  u] 
I  throw  away  this  key 
Forine  to  escaore 
They  eternallVnlea< 

sere  me  hurt  will/l] 
ate  of  the  p; 
fte  the^stKon^^ill  have 
jakness^sjrogal 

>die 
"mother  i\born 
remove  and  hate 
bound  and  torn 


Greg  Urquhart 


here  the  days  are  dark 
and  the  nights  are  alive 
here  the  dead  and  the  sick 
are  the  ones  to  survive 

here  the  old  are  young 
and  the  young  are  dead 
ilver  and  gold 
xchanged  for  lead 

e  winters  are  green 
summers  are  white 
lame  will  walk 

T 

and  the  blind  have  sight 

This  death  you  live 

is  mere  Fantasy 
Come  die  with  me 

and  live  Reality 


Toni-Marie  Costa 
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THE  WISDOM  OF  TALL  BEAR 

Though  I  am  dying  my  little  one 

You  shall  live  one  with  the  wind 

The  strength  of  the  mountain  in  your  sinew 

The  wisdom  of  the  owl 

The  spirit  of  the  eagle 

Will  be  in  your  blood 

The  fierceness  of  the  wolf 

Shall  be  with  you  in  battle 

You  shall  prosper  and  grow 

From  these  gifts  that  once  were  mine 

I  shall  always  watch  over  you 

From  the  great  blue  sky  above 

And  protect  you  when  I  can 


Phip  Jeff  res 


Aye  my  friend 
We  meet  again 
Tis  good  to  see  you 
Once  more 
My  brother 
The  sea 

Yes  my  brother 

I  can  always 

Talk  to  you 

You  hold  my  deepest 
Thoughts  and  truths 
And  those  of 
Many  others 
Yet  you  never 
Reveal  a  murmur 

And  for  such 

You  are  my 

Brother 
And  I  shall 

Always 

Love  thee 

Phip  Jeff  res 
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VALENTINE'S  DAY, 
1983 


I  told  you  that  I  loved  you, 
And  when  I  said  it  first, 
I  sang  and  you  sang  back; 
Each  of  us  touched  the  other 
As  if  our  fingers  had  been  numb 
until  that  time. 

You  took  me  to  your  favorite 
views  and  I 
Replied  with  mine; 
And  every  day  was  new, 
As  morning  was  in  Eden. 

But  paradise  could  not  last. 

Otherwise, 

How  could  we  know 

That  it  was  paradise? 

Old  Heraclitus  he  was  right. 
You  cannot  tell  the  day 
Until  the  night. 
You  cannot  tell  the  sweet 
Until  you  taste  the  salt. 

Yet  salt  hath  savor,  we  are  told, 
And  love  grown  now  familiar 
Has  a  taste  all  of  its  own. 
Sweet  will  leave 
And  salt  will  last. 
That's  why  old  love 
Always  tastes  of  tears. 

George  Hoar 

22  January  1983 


ON  BEING  WISE 

Some  day  — 
I  shall  sit  in  one  place, 
Contemplate, 
Rest  quiet  at  the  center 
of  the  world, 
Rock  gently  to  and  fro, 
Watch  the  water  in  the  Creek 
Steal  its  way  towards  the  sea. 
I  shall  sit  within  the  shade 
And  sympathize  with 
mother  sparrow 

At  the  begging  of  her  fledglings- 
All  these  shall  I  do 
Some  day  and  consider 
The  order  of  the  world. 

I  can  feel  revelation  even  now, 

Waiting  at  my  finger  tips, 

At  the  corner  of  my  eye, 

In  the  back  room  of  my  mind. 

When  the  time  comes 

And  the  leisure, 

Then  shall  I  be  wise. 

When  there's  nothing  more 

That  cries  out  to  be  done, 

Then  shall  I  be  wise  — 


And  dead. 


George  Hoar 

14  September  1982 


SCOTT 


The  workshop  is  still, 

Welder's  torch  cold. 

The  chisel  lies  upon  the  bench, 

Stone  upon  the  stand. 

All  material  which  he  wrought 

To  delight  and  wonderment 

Wait  in  vain. 

He'll  not  come  again. 

Have  you  sat  beside  a  boy, 

Twenty-five  years  old, 

Listening  to  the  hiss 

of  his  panting, 

To  the  oxygen 

Losing  battle  for  a  body 

With  nothing  wrong  but  cancer 

Filling  up  its  lungs? 


Young  men  should  die 
Facing  a  machine  gun  or 
Pitched  in  combat  with  a  truck  — 
Not  in  long,  miserable  slow  march 
Towards  extinction.  The  old, 
Case-hardened  in  their  sadness, 
Go  that  way. 

Life  is  not  nice  and  disease 

Cripples  sooner  than  it  kills. 

The  dancing  foot  twists. 

The  clever  hand  gnarls. 

The  world  passes  by. 

Only  Job  can  guess 

That  God  means  what  He  does. 

George  Hoar 
25  April  1982 


Lynn  Zukowski 
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LAST  NIGHT,  1951 

The  morning  frost  glitters  on  grass  blades, 
Tield  grass,  winter-gray  and  brown  stalks 
Twisted,  a  wet  weeping  fog 
And  he  —  God,  it  is  so  still  and  cold  and  still— he 

lies  dead  in  his  fox  hole,  he 

lies  at  curved  attention 
in  his  earthen  bowl,  he 

wanted  so  to  scream, 

but  it  died  deep  within  him. 

His  opened  eyes  do  not  see. 
Read  them,  they 

say:  A  silver  —flash!— 

of  steel  (the  knowing 

violation  of  flesh)  splash 

of  my  blood  (flowing, 

freed  from  its  tunneled  life)  flying 

through  my  fingers,  sticky,  red, 

splashing,  drying,  dripping,  dying, 

kicking,  crying,  ohmyGodwhereareyouI'm  — 

dead. 

Soon  his  comrades  in  harms  will  find  him. 

Page  one  before  their  eyes. 

Headlines  in  red. 

Philip  W.  Holmes 
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HAIKU 

by  Philip  W.  Holmes 


Silent  swans,  swimming, 
ripple  the  warm  pond  water  . 
fish  fly  deep  below. 


Even  God  is  soothed 

by  the  passage  of  this  brook 

silver-light,  lapping. 


Spider,  falling  slow 

on  mortal  thread,  spelunking 

in  the  dark  cellar. 
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I  want  to  be  cotton, 
peaches  and  lace, 
apple  blossom  flesh 
rose  petal  face, 
with  trumpet  limbs 
that  sing  as  I  prance 
o'er  daisy  fields 
in  my  merry  dance. 
My  spirit  soars 
with  the  willows  sap 
live  in  my  veins. 
The  moons  on  my  lap. 
All  of  it's  mine, 
but  I'll  give  you  some 
if  you  promise  to  stay 
when  the  dream  is  done. 


wendy 
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raj  ¥ 
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Vickey  Street 
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TO  COMPLETE  THE  CIRCLE 

To  complete  the  circle, 
Run  the  gamut  from  Heaven  to  Hell 
To  find  your  identity, 
Look  at  your  reflection  in  the  wishing  well. 

The  true  meaning  of  life? 
It's  not  for  me  to  say. 
All  of  us  have  secrets, 
Not  to  be  exposed  to  the  light  of  day. 

How  many  lives  have  you  lived? 
Is  this  your  first  one  or  your  last? 
How  many  of  us  are  living  in  the  future? 
How  many  in  the  past? 

Everyone  is  running  from  the  spectre  of 
old  age. 

You  are  but  a  chapter  in  the  book  of  life, 
And  someone  has  turned  the  page. 

The  span  of  time, 
The  curve  of  space, 
Who  or  what  has  put  you  in  your 
place? 

A  forest  of  steel,  a  city  of  wood, 
Who  can  define  evil  or  good? 
Questions,  questions  everywhere, 
Mot  an  answer  to  be  found. 

I  ask  and  ask  and  ask  and  ask 
All  I  receive  are  blank  stares. 

Don  Martel 
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Susan  Prescott 
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ITS  ALL  THERE 

The  Moon  has  changed 
I  didn't  notice  the 
dead  stars  abound. 


First  quarter  came  all  anew. 
Meteoroids  shattered  the 
subliminal  velvet. 


Moonstruck  beings  are  watching. 
Which  world  is  illuminated 
by  this  spotlight? 


Peggy  Rae  Henden 


Peggy  Rae  Henden 


REVELATION 

Because  you  are  the  you  I  sensed, 
The  day  I  learned  that  you  were  gay 
My  prejudices,  false  beliefs 
About  such  unfamilar  ways 
Dropped  off  with  sudden  violence  — 
As  bandages  torn  off  in  haste 
Reveal  the  red,  raw  flesh  beneath. 

Alice  M.  Stark 
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SALAD 

I  am  sitting  here  eating  a  salad 
I  am  trying  to  fully  concentrate 
on  this  salad  — 
Enjoying  the  taste 

the  sight 

the  smell 
All  the  textural  aspects  of  the  salad. 
I  am  being  very  Zen  about  this  salad, 
This  jazz  of  food. 
This  is  a  very  special  salad, 
A  blend  of  the  world's  finest  vegetation: 

nutty  fresh  mushroom 

sublime  melting  avocado 

grated  perky  carrot 

zesty  red  onion 
All  set  on  a  glimmering, 

shining, 
bed  of  clear,  crisp  Romaine  — 
Spiked  with  Feta, 
the  squeaky,  salty  cheese 
of  Greek  Gods. 
This  salad  is  definitely: 

spiritual 

political 

happy. 


Eileen  Bradley 
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INSOMNIA 

Oh  when,  how  soon  till  painless 

slumber  takes? 
My  God!  these  wretched 

mindless  hopeless  nights 
Are  spent  in  futile  search 

of  restful  flights 
When  my  tired  soul  is  calm  before  it 

wakes. 
My  mind  devolves  a  tale  of  sleeping 

sons 
And  daughters  feigning  death, 

though  for  a  cause: 
A  short  quiescent  tour  of  one  impelling  pause; 
A  field  untravelled,  bare,  where  bliss  still  runs. 
My  unrest  rambles  high  in  hearty  jaunt 
But  tarries,  tasting  flowers,  touching  fire, 
And  never  will  it  find  itself  entire 
As  idle  zealots  make  their  minds  a  haunt. 
A  labored  effort  stalls  for  those  who  urge  — 
But  time  will  harvest  rest,  not  straining  scourge. 


Deck  Robblee 


B.P.  Eshbaugh 
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KNOCK,  KNOCK 


A  play  in  one  act  by  Philip  W.  Holmes 

Characters: 

Bobby  Arnold,  in  his  early  40's,  a  supermarket  Manager. 

Ken  Sellers,  high  school  senior,  a  supermarket  clerk. 

Ada  Wynkler,  in  her  30's,  a  supermarket  cashier. 

Jean  Wycowski,  around  23,  a  supermarket  cashier. 

Jason  O'Leary,  21,  a  college  student. 

Rudy  Henderson,  52,  an  insurance  salesman. 

Mrs.  Robert  J.  Walters,  67,  was  shopping  in  the  store. 

Irene  Dunne,  35,  housewife,  was  shopping  in  the  store. 

Jack  Dunne,  5,  her  son. 

Sanders  Johnson,  50,  retired  Air  Force  administrator. 

Billy  Rand,  25,  a  commercial  fisherman. 

Setting:  a  bomb  shelter  in  the  basement  of  a  grocery  store,  built  by  the  store's 
owner,  now  deceased.  The  shelter  is  quite  large,  with  grey  concrete  walls.  In  the 
middle  of  the  stage  are  radio  equipment  and  boxes  of  food.  There  are  a  half  dozen 
cots  on  either  side  of  the  radio  set.  Various  posters  and  metal  signs  from  the 
1960's,  when  the  shelter  was  built,  adorn  the  walls. 

The  set,  as  the  curtain  opens,  is  dim.  The  audience  can  make  out  the  outlines 
of  everything  in  the  shelter.  Someone  is  seated  at  the  radio  (Rudy),  the  rest  of  the 
cots  are  occupied.  Occasionally,  the  people  in  the  cots  shift  and  turn  in  their  sleep. 
One  man,  near  the  radio,  is  more  restless  than  the  others.  Through  speakers  in  the 
theatre  the  audience  hears  the  whine  and  crackle  of  the  radio  set;  this  continues  as 
Rudy  changes  the  stations  back  and  forth.  Suddenly  Rudy  hunches  over  the  set. 
The  audience  hears  the  catch  of  a  voice.  Rudy  fiddles  desperately  with  the  volume. 
The  restless  man,  Billy,  sits  up  in  bed. 


Bill: 
Rudy: 

Bob: 

Jack: 
Irene: 


(annoyed)  "Will  you  leave  that  Goddamned  thing  alone,  for  Christ's 

sake!"  (the  others  begin  to  stir) 

"SHHHHI"  (waving  his  hand  violently)  "Quiet,  pleasel  I  think  I've  got 

something  —  I've  ...  I  heard  something." 

(Bob  reaches  above  his  cot  and  hits  the  light,  illuminating  the  set) 

"Hey!  Hey!"  (waking  everyone  with  his  voice)  "Henderson  got  someone 

on  the  radio." 

"What's  going  on,  Mom?" 

"Nothing  dear,  they're  just  arguing  again."  (in  a  cold  and  stern  voice  to 

Rudy)  "We  are  trying  to  get  some  rest,  Mr.  Henderson,  could  you  please  . 


Rudy: 


Ada: 


Jean: 
Ada: 
Jean: 
Jason: 

Jack: 


Irene: 


"Could  you  all  please  shut  up?  I  keep  telling  you  I  got  something  —  uh, 

someone,  on  the  radiol" 

(throughout  all  the  confusion  Rudy  remains  seated  at  the  set,  fiddling 

with  the  dials) 

"A  voice?  He  heard  a  voice?"  (to  Bob  Arnold)  "He  heard  a  voice,  Mr. 

Arnold?"  (Arnold  nods  vehemently,  his  head  shining  with  excitement) 

"JeanI  Jean!"  (she  shakes  Jean,  who  is  sleeping  next  to  her)  "Jean,  he 

heard  a  voice!" 

(sleepy)  "Who  heard  a  voice?  What  are  you  talking  about?" 

"On  the  radio!  He  heard  a  voice  on  the  radiol" 

(covering  her  mouth)  "Oh  my  God!" 

(derisively)  Yeah  .  .  .  that's  likely!  Nobody's  out  there,  Mr.  Henderson. 

They  went  real  quick."  (he  snaps  his  fingers) 

(Close  to  his  mother,  frightened)  "Mom?  Is  there  anybody  out  there? 

Isn't  daddy  and  grandma  and  grandpa  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Peterson  .  .  .?" 

(Irene  grabs  Jack  and  hugs  him  close  to  her  body) 

(to  Jason)  "I  told  you  before  about  watching  what  you  said  in  front  of  my 

Jacky  .  .  .  (she  begins  to  cry)  It  just  isn't  fair  for  you  to  be  so  damned  .  .  . 

damned  . . .  (she  breaks  off) 

25 


Sand: 

Jason: 

Sand: 
Mrs.  W. 

Jack: 

Rudy: 

Bill: 


Ken: 
Bill: 
Ken: 


Rudy: 
Bob: 


Voice: 
Jean: 

Voice: 
Rudy: 

Bill: 


Bob: 
Ken: 
Rudy: 


Bill: 


Rudy: 


(to  Jason)  "You  shouldn't  put  frightening  thoughts  in  the  poor  boy's 
head.  God  knows  he's  got  enough  to  worry  about  —  you  shouldn't  talk 
about  the  outside,  until  we  know.  A  couple  of  weeks  and  maybe  it  will  be 
safe  enough  to  look  around." 

(to  Sanders)  Tine,  let's  take  a  field  trip.  Did  you  all  bring  in  your  permis- 
sion slips?"  (he  falls  back  onto  his  bunk,  giggling)  "Thank  God  I  brought 
my  lead  shortsl" 

"Boy,  you  are  . . .  Goddamned  smart-ass  punkl" 

(to  Irene)  "Jacky  may  as  well  know  everything,  Mrs.  Dunne,  the  whole 
truth.  The  whole  city,  everything,  may  be  gone. 

(backing  away  from  Irene)  "There  are  people  outside,  aren't  there,  Mom? 
Who  didn't  get  killed  by  the  bomb?  Huh,  mom?" 

(who  has  been  working  diligently  throughout,  throws  his  hands  sudden- 
ly into  the  air)  "How  am  I  gonna  find  out  anything  if  everyone  keeps  on 
yelling?"  (Irene  silences  Jack.  Everyone  else  is  quiet.  Bill,  who  had  been 
lying  on  his  cot,  back  to  the  audience,  since  his  initial  outburst,  rises  to 
his  feet) 

(pointing  his  finger  to  Rudy)  "You're  just  raisin'  everyone's  hopes,  that's 
all,  with  no  reason.  Ought  to  just  turn  that  damned  thing  off."  (his  voice 
is  shaking) 

"Give  the  guy  a  chance,  huh?" 
"You  just  keep  your  nose  out  of  my  life  . . ." 

"You're  always  looking  for  a  fight.  My  God,  I'm  trapped  in  a  bomb  shelter 
with  Charles  BronsonI"  (Bill  is  about  to  speak,  but  the  voice  bursts  in, 
very  loudly,  and  then  dies  away.  The  sound  is  unintelligible) 
(triumphant)  "I  think  I  got  itl" 
"Quiet,  everyonel" 

(there  is  a  period  of  utter  silence,  lasting  for  several  seconds.  All  the 
people  on  stage  are  frozen,  waiting  to  hear  the  voice.) 
(dry  choked,  rattling,  as  if  the  act  of  speaking  were  a  supreme  effort) 
"Wa  —  a  —  water  .  . ."  (the  word  echoes  through  the  theatre,  everyone  on 
stage  is  stunned)  "Wa  —  a  —  a. . ."  (the  voice  dies  down  to  a  raspy  cough) 
"OH  MY  GOD!" 

(Jack  shrieks  and  hides  by  his  mother;  Ada  stifles  a  scream;  Mrs.  Walters 
mouth  opens  and  closes,  but  no  words  come  out.  Bob  is  very  excited; 
Bill  stares  at  the  radio  with  a  blank  expression) 

(slurring  the  words)  'Tor  God's  sake,  is  there  anyone  .  .  ."  (the  voice  dies 
away  again) 

"We  hear  you  .  .  .  hang  on  .  .  ."  (he  grabs  at  his  hair  and  speaks  furiously 
into  the  microphone)  "We're  in  a  shelter  under  Sheldon's  Market .  . .  who 
are  you?  Can  you  reach  us?  What's  happening  out—"  (Bill  slams  his 
hand  over  the  microphone.  His  face  is  red  with  anger) 
(to  Rudy)  "Are  you  crazy?"  (He  is  screaming)  "Are  you  fucking  crazy??" 
(Jack  is  crying;  Irene  is  muttering;  Ada  is  sobbing)  "You're  out  of  your 
mind!"  (Bill  snaps  the  radio  off) 
"Hey,  hey  what  are  you  doing  there?" 
"Oh  Christ,  we'll  lose  him!" 

(he  has  been  staring  at  the  microphone  since  Bill  turned  the  set  off.  He 
speaks,  shocked)  "What  are  you  DOING??"  (Rudy  looks  at  all  the  people, 
then  looks  back  to  Bill)  "How  dare  you  —  I've  been  trying  to  get  someone 
on  this  damned  thing  for  .  .  .  for  .  .  .  that  guy  needs  our  helpl  He's 
dying!"  (He  reaches  for  the  switch) 

(after  pushing  Rudy  roughly  from  the  set)  "Leave  it  alonel  What  do  you 
think  ...  do  you  think  you're  God  or  something?  Superman?  What  the 
hell  are  you  going  to  tell  him  —  'Come  on  down  to  Sheldon's  Market  and 
bring  your  pail?'  "  (his  voice  rises  again)  "We  can't  help  him!  You  stupid 
shits,  he's  deadl  He  just  don't  know  it  yetl"  (Jack  is  crying,  Irene  is 
silent,  Rudy  is  rocking  his  head  in  his  hands) 
"No  . . .  no  . . .  no!" 
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Bill: 

Bob: 

Mrs.  W. 

Irene: 

Sand: 

Rudy: 


Sand: 


Bill: 


Bob: 


Jack: 
Irene: 


"YesI  DeadI  You  hear  me?  He's  all  burned  up,  all  dried  up,  nothin'  left 
but  a  voice.  We  can't  go  out  there,  and  he  can't  come  in  herel  He  can't 
come  in  herel  Please!"  (he  grabs  Rudy  by  the  shoulders)  "Don't  do  this 
anymore  —  pleasel  Leave  the  radio  alonel"  (Bill  spins  on  his  heel  and 
falls  onto  his  bed.  There  is  another  period  of  silence) 
(looking  around  the  room  for  support)  "A  damned  shame.  It's  a  damned 
shame." 

(Jean  comforts  Ada;  Irene  comforts  Jack;  Jason  lies  back  on  his  cot, 
staring  at  the  ceiling;  Ken  pulls  a  religious  medal  from  beneath  his  shirt 
and  starts  to  mumble  a  prayer) 

(to  Irene)  "I  mean,  really,  we  can't  be  broadcasting  all  over  the  place  .  .  . 
who  knows  who's  out  there  . . .  who  might  try  to  get  in  .  .  .?  We  don't  want 
to  get  contaminated." 
(testily)  "Oh  please!" 

(the  set  is  quiet.  Slowly,  all  the  characters,  except  Rudy,  lie  back  on 
their  cots) 

(walking  quietly  up  to  Rudy.  His  voice  is  quiet  and  calm)  "Don't  touch 
the  tuner,  Mr.  Henderson.  That  contact  is  better  than  no  contact  at  all.  I 
knew  we  weren't  the  only  ones  in  the  area.  Have  you  kept  trying  the  local 
stations,  for  any  kind  of  broadcast  or  alert?" 

(very  subdued,  staring  at  the  radio)  "I've  tried  everything:  WQTC,  NBC, 
KML  . .  ."  (Rudy  breaks  into  a  soft  radio  jingle)  "KML,  call  now  and  win  . . . 
where  your  very  best  friends  keep  your  soul  alive  .  .  ."  (he  shakes  his 
head)  "No  one  is  transmitting  anything  —  nothing  official,  anyway."  (he 
looks  up  at  the  ceiling)  "With  these  thick  walls,  you'd  have  to  be  awful 
close  for  this  old  set . . ." 

"I  wonder  where  that  man  was  calling  from?  I  wonder  if  he  heard  us,  if 
anyone  can  —  " 

(there  is  a  sudden  deep  thumping  from  the  far  right  of  the  stage,  a  low, 
slow,  pounding.  Though  no  one  speaks,  everyone  bounds  immediately 
up  in  bed.  Ada  and  Jean  hold  hands,  Ken  holds  his  medallion,  Jason 
peers  intently  at  the  direction  of  the  sound,  rubbing  his  lip)  "Good  Lord, 
he's  knocking,  he's  knocking  on  the  door.  There's  someone  knocking  on 
the  door."  (Bob  gets  up  to  run  to  the  door.  Bill  whirls  out  of  bed,  a  bon- 
ing knife  in  his  hand.  He  places  the  tip  on  Bob's  chest) 
(his  voice  is  low  and  quiet)  "You  just  try  it,  and  I'll  cut  your  heart  out,  I 
swear  to  God  I  will."  (Bob  backs  away  to  his  bunk.  Bill  looks  at  all  the 
other  people,  the  knife  waivering  in  his  hand.  He  walks  over  to  Bob's 
bunk) 

(nervous)  "Hey,  I'll  do  anything  you  say  . . ." 

(Before  anyone  else  can  speak,  Bill  switches  the  lights  off.  The  set  is  in 
total  darkness;  the  thumping  noise  starts  again) 
(in  a  sobbing  voice)  "Daddy?" 
(drawing  Jack  to  her)  "Shhhh" 
(the  thumping  noise  continues) 
(curtain) 
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SANDCASTLES 

Sandcastles  left  upon  the  shores  of  foreign  beaches 
Children's  dreams  of  kings  and  queens, 

sculptured  fantasies  of  sand 
Left  behind  as  the  days  grew  dark 

as  the  fate  of  most  dreams  are 
And  the  waves,  as  days  of  a  year,  creep  softly  up  behind 
Till  one  by  one,  dreams  disappear 

with  those  castles  of  sand 

Toni-Marie  Costa 


- 


Steven  R.  Hensen 
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